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At this moment Gurau was just leaving Germaine's apartment. He looked along the quays towards Notre-Dame* But this view that he was so fond of could only give him back the wan smile of a wounded man.
Summoned by a note from his mistress, at an hour Vhen she was usually still asleep, he had just heard the story of the visit that had been paid to her the night before. He had watched her face while she told him, with scarcely any exaggeration, about the threats and then the offers. He had simply said :
" All right. I must think all that over. Don't worry about it. Try to get to sleep again."
Then he had kissed her and picked up his hat. Once he was outside, certain signs told him that he was going to be possessed by an insidious form of despair, the bitterness of whose mastery he knew already, because he had experienced it before at some milestones in his life. He understood, too, with a clarity which his cynicism about himself made quite complete, two incidents that had happened yesterday, which he had pretended to ignore, so little fond was he of cultivating dark thoughts and sus-piciousness in himself.
A meeting with the Minister of Commerce, in the lobby of the Chamber of Deputies. A three-minutes' talk with the editor of his paper. Less than nothing. He could barely remember the few words they had said to him. The Minister had fired a joke at him; something like: " So you're starting the labours of Hercules over again, are you ? It's all right if you can stand the pace." The editor, rutming his eyes over the article that Gurau had brought him, which dealt with foreign affairs, had made a face. " What's the matter ? Something in my article you don't like? " " Qh no, nothing in particular." "What is it, then?" "I really can't give you any advice, either about this or aboit a&ything else."
What counted was not the words themselves ; it was tte whole atmosphere of the two incidents, the little ring 0$,

